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ELFINN'S LUCK. 

The Mabinogt^ translated by Lady Charlotte Guest, is 
so evidently mutilated and corrupt, that I have preferred to 
follow the Breton version of the story and of the Edy Far 
in their beautiful rendering by M. Edouard SchurL It is 
a gratification to me to render him all acknowledgments. 
I have, perhaps, tried to give a different signification to the 
tale, to show what the old bards meant, what they seemed 
to mean, what at leo^t they might have meant 



Tis not by Thought's claimed power to analyse 
Truth into facts, the All will harmonize ; 
It is alone through tender synthesis, 
By love of life and truth, we soar to bUss — 
And he alone who loves alone is wise. 



ELFINN'S LUCK. 



Listen ; I have a tale of days so old 

They seem in the future. Golden, golden days ! 

For the fabled golden past is but the Ideal 

Of May-be, possible through what has been, 

Which born of the Past, in poets' dreams, not past, 

Not come, is therefore coming. 

All the sky, 
Its woe rain-sobbed away, gleamed wildly clear, 
And the sun set with strange magnificence 
*Neath stationed clouds that broke the expanse of 

heaven 
Into vast islands, unknown, unexplored, 
Where shone no yellow cornlands, but wide fields 
Of rippling flame, and shut between those fires 
The sky's unfathomed lake's translucent green. 

Wilder and wider pulsed that living flood 

B 
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Of surging splendour, rolled in fervid hues, 
Purple and flame and crimson. And the earth 
With duller glory caught them ; and the sea 
Bright-heaving, like a giant's bronze-clad breast. 
Gilt and enamelled, all outflamed the sky. 
As though the riches of a thousand years 
Were flaming on her bosom — fairy gold 
For who would mine them, untold wealth to him 
Who makes his heart bright with them evermore ! 

The wave lapped 'gainst the weir, and Elfinn's feet 

Were covered with the jewels of its foam : 

Yet nought of all that glory touched his heart. 

Intent upon his toil, blind to all else. 

He watched the weir, where neither scale nor fin 

Flashed through the smoother flood, and with a 

groan, 
"Luckless I" he murmured; "luckless!" But a 

voice 
Broke on his musing, hailed him Prince, and asked 
Light-mocking of his task, while the girl's eye 
With raillery dwelt upon his empty creel. 
He started, looked, wondered, loved, trembled, stood 
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Silent, confused, so much her beauty awed ; 
And in his thought the white foam of the wave, 
Fresh from the deeps beneath the silent moon. 
Was tawny, to her skin ; the purple shade 
'Mid the far hills, less full of mysteries 
And speaking silences than her deep eyes ; 
And th' anemone, beneath the red may gleaming. 
Dull by the radiance of her teeth and. lips. 

But as that white foam in December's blast. 
Stinging, chills to the heart, so cut her words. 
Yet proud he spoke, " My creel was bare : luck 

turns — 
For now I home can take it filled with — scorn." 
And then, his heart all-surging like the sea 
That climbs some rocky barrier, at her feet 
He fell, and love, transcending all, leapt forth, 
" Ah, wilt thou be my luck for evermore ? " 

Amazement held her dumb, but soon her brow 
Flushed red ; scorn curled her lip, her eye flashed fire. 
What ! this poor Prince, just good enough to scorn, 
Dared seek her love ! (for Elfinn hid his soul, 
And showed but diffidence to careless eyes ; 
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And the rough King, his sire, doubting his worth, 
Had charged him still with none but paltry tasks, 
That brought nor wealth nor honour, till the fame 
Of ill-luck robed him ; and to-day at last, 
Knowing nought else, had granted him the weir 
To work as simple fisher.) Scornfully 
And at each word more scornful, she burst forth, 
'' Debarred from camp and council, sent to serve. 
Will not one salmon make thy poorness rich ? 
Am I the fish to fill thy empty weir ? " 
*' Yea," answered Elfinn sternly from his worth, 
And then shrank back into his diffidence. 
When she, a moment dumb with new surprise. 
Spoke with a short and scornful haughty laughter, 
*^ I ! and for such a fisher ! " and so went 
Disdainful, but with fire lit in her heart, 
That burnt and stung, which she thought only 
scorn. 

'' For such a fisher ! " All in all abashed, 
His eyes, ev'n, dared not follow her, his heart 
Writhing too bitterly 'neath wrong and shame : 
Sudden — ^his loneliness wrought like a spell — 
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Break it or die — ^No, no, not all alone — 

He flung himself beside the weir to kiss 

The wave that had reflected her, but thence — 

It angered him — ^her radiant form was fled, 

And swaying 'gainst the stakes on the weir waters 

A covered wicker basket rose and fell. 

" Lift it— 'tis nought— yet lift it," he half ordered, 

Indiflerent, contemptuous ; at such moment 

Of bitter loss, such trove was nought to him. 

And then the guard, wading deep in the flood, 

Raised it, peered in, and rapt, astounded, cried, 

" Ah, Taliessin ! * what a shining brow ! " 

For there a new-bom infant, with a front 

* 

Of dazzling radiance, and m}^terious cyts, 
Smiled up at Elflnn. But the weir-ward said, 
"Thine ill-luck dogs thee. Here, where each 

May-day 
Others have found the sea's rich spoil turn gold, 
Thou hast gained nought but Fahelmona's hate. 
And a poor infant, cast upon the wave, 
Whose origin who knows ? now findeth thee." 
But Elflnn, kneeling on the shore, the splendour 

* Taliessin— what a radiant brow ! 
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Of the great deep was on his brow and eyes. 
Clasped the child to his heart unconsciously, 
And thinking of the maiden, softly murmured, 
''Gold! I have found no gold, but one bright 

jewel 
Set in my heart's rich gold for evermore." 
A tender dew was o'er his eyes, not sorrow's, 
Which, like the pelting rain, shatters the flowers, 
But dawn's, the flower's own breath, trebly 

distilled 
To gems to make thrice rich its heart again. 

Something stirred at his breast ; it was the child. 
He looked; its eyes gazed back with meaning 

clear 
As though sweet living light could speak like song. 
This was the first that Taliessin sang — 

Deep from the deep ! 

The sly gleams bluer through mine eyes ; 
World of love and being lies 
Closer than earth and sky ; 
Else how came I 
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Sudden at thy hearts cally 
Comfort of all things^ aU^ 
That yearn and weep ? 

Living from life I 

Does not thy Iteart beat fast f 

Come I not as^ timepast^ 

Thou canistf That deep^s not dry ; 

As the trafiquil whole am I — 
Thou as a wave at strife. 

In his heart's deeps he knew it^ and he cried, 
^'Who art thou, wondrous child?" but this one 

laughed, 
Slid from his arms, and ran before, a boy, 
And nothing spoke, but pointed with his hand 
Where the eve's robe trailed purple from the west, 
And o'er the valley's gloom, now rolled in mist, 
The hills had donned a diadem of stars. 

The feast was high in Gwydnno's hall that night, 
But Elfinn came not. Anxiously the King, 
Chafing that ilMuck ever dogged his son. 
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And guessing what his absence might portend^ 
Asked tidings of the Prince, again, again ; 
While every time Evor, who loved the youth, 
Rising, crowned Gwydnno's cup, and gaily cried, 
" Fill full the goblet, lords, and pledge the King 
With joy to Elfinn ! He comes late : drink deep- 
Such wealth of spoil as his condones delay." 
But Gwydnno with his ire augmenting more 
The more he must be anxious, drained the cup 
More fiercely every time, then flung it far 
But spoke no word : in silence ominous 
His lords, too, sat, and o'er the hall there grew 
A hush as when near thunder loads the air 
And holds the nerves oppressed, that shrink and 

know 
The flash, the roar, are coming. 

And they came. 
Elfinn stood on the threshold, and his face 
Was like a summer evening when the grey 
Steals gently over all — all dreams at peace, 
Blissful without a smile. Sudden the clang 
Of beakers, voices harsh, the torches' glare, 
All the rich squalor of a hall of old, 
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Shattered his dream, and he, erewhile a Prince 
In faery-land, whose inmost being worshipped. 
Lost as in ecstasy, while wandering home 
Through shady woods, o'er dew-gemmed rushy 

swards 
With moonlight sparkling on the meadow fountains, 
Started to view this world so far from that, 
And woke again, "The Unlucky." What cared 

these 
For thoughts and dreams and hopes, hopes such 

as his. 
To soar and not in dreams ? He felt their taunt — 
That empty weir ! 'Mongst men he had no part, 
Yet knew he had no life unless 'mongst men. 
Near the board's foot, unmarked, he schemed to sit. 
Where, at least, none dared gibe ; but Gwydnno 

saw, 
And Elfinn's action told him everything. 
" A curse upon thy fate ! My glorious realm 
With thine ill-luck has grown a peasant's garth 
'Neath one vast lowering cloud. What hast thou 

brought ? " 
Then Elfinn, though that cloud chilled to his heart, 
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Strode up to him ; , ** Nay — ^nothing." But a voice — 
In his distress he had forgot the boy — 
Cried boldly out, ^ My lord has found a bard" 
** A bard ! " the King repeated mockingly ; 
While at the word a peal of laughter flooded 
The silent hall ; a laughter of relief 
To many a one, to some a laugh of scorn, 
To Edmin most, the chief of Gwydnno's bards, 
That one unblessed by him dared hope to sing. 
And Gwydnno said, '' Thou'rt but a little bard ; 
Scarcely his empty toil canst thou repay/' 
But the boy cried, " Though little, I have gifts ; 
And Elfinn thought he drew me from the weir 1 " 
At that he laughed ; then with his arms stretched 

wide, 
*' From seas, from mountains, from the skies, the air, 
God bringeth wealth to every nobler man ; 
And Elfinn's luck is richer than his sire's." 
Thereat the King asked roughly, '* Who art thou 
That mockest thus ? " " I am the bard," he cried, 
*' And all earth's songs are in each song I sing. 
And all the bards have learned their songs of me." 
Gwydnno a moment sat astounded, mute, 
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Then his pent rage burst forth. The boy was 

jeering — 
But five years old, and teacher of his bards I 
Surely the Prince had planned the mockery ! 
And high he shouted, though half-choked with 

wrath, 
" Away with the Unlucky and his Luck I 
Go ye to Math with morning ; bear him gifts," 
He bade the seneschal, '' and tell the ICing 
That Gwydnno seeks fair Fahelmona's hand 
To wed with Elfinn's, whom he gives a cantrev,^ 
With peace and friendship 'twixt King Math and 

me; 
But if he dare refuse, war, ruthless war, 
And Fahelmona wedded to a hind." 
Then to the Prince, '' Refuse not thou the maid : 
Away, and leave my realm its blessed sun." 

But Elfinn's heart surged like the storm-tossed 

forest 
Bliss in a poisoned cup ! a rootless flower ! 
His heart's desire obtained, yet lost in winning ! 

' Cantrev — a small province. 
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His sacred quest become a spoil of spears ! 
And loud he thundered to the astonished King, 
'' 'Tis not thine arms can win the maiden's love. 
March but one troop round Fahelmona's bower, 
No cloud — ^thy realm shall blaze, a gorseland moor, 
And not with flowery flame ! " At that, the King, 
Choking with fury, '' Seize, bind, cut him down ! 
How, traitors ? " for the weapons stayed half-drawn, 
The thews that strained them suppled. Here, 

one stooped 
Half-risen from his bench, one hand behind 
Grasping his scabbard, one upon the hilt, 
The half-drawn blade between : another, there, 
Stooped 'neath the table for his battle-axe, 
His beard upon the board : one gripped a knife 
That seemed glued in the pasty: and none 

stirred, 
And each dilated eye gazed straight before. 
A wondrous spell bound them all motionless. 
As though both death and life with equal power 
Were breathing on them. And it seemed around 

them 
A strange weird music floated everywhere ; 
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And a weird vision g^ew on every man ; 
For all he'd loved and dreamed of happy love, 
And dreamed of fair, and the wild soul of beauty, 
Were trembling in a vision close before 
As vivid as a rose he might have held. 
'Twas Taliessin's harp ; and he who's heard 
The pine's full music in the westland wind 
When myriad needles take the common breeze 
And find God's music there ; or, who, more wise, 
Hath raised his lids, and viewed through the deep 

vault 
The starry needles singing like the pines' 
In the swift breeze of being, and taught thence 
To make his heart exponent of the song — 
Knows somewhat of his music ; and who's learned 
What the birds sing, the language of the wave. 
The words that tremble from the lips of dawn. 
The speech the snow-clad mountains hold with 

heaven, 
And the strange insight that ne'er found a tongue, 
Yet in man's deepest heart communes with God — 
Need learn nought of his song in my weak words ; 
And he who has not heard could never learn. 
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But when he closed, they started, gasped to life, 
Stared wondering to find their weapons drawn, 
Blushed red with shame, and plunged them in their 
sheaths. 

On Gwydnno's heart the song had deepest wrought. 
For with its music came sweet memory 
Of days long passed — ah, never yet all passed ! 
When Elfinn's golden head had been the sun 
That warmed his self-life to a nobler life 
Stretching beyond his own. He softly said, 
'' Go ; what I spoke in hate I speak in love. 
She is the fairest, and thou art my son. 
Go, Elfinn, win thy bride." 

Thereto the youth. 
All mild to silk, though adamant to steel, 
" Twere my desire, would she but give her love. 
Leave me to win the maiden : for her hand 
Without her love were but a hiltless sword. 
Which cleaveth while one grasps it." Cried the 

King, 
" Such blade 'twere well to haft by force, or break." 
Then laughing loud, '' She'll love thee well enough 
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Ere wed a se'nnight— dread no ill-luck here ; 
A maiden's fancy ever holds a prince 1 
Go, worship, wed, break her will, love her — ^yea, 
Kill her ; and, feeling that thou slay'st for love, 
She'll love thee as she dies, if such thy will 
I — I would have her living. Go — 'tis said ! " 

Then, for the King's word lives, the embassade 
Went forth when broke the morning. Twice two 

days 
They rode, and on the fifth with may-bloom sweet 
They decked their steeds and all their banners gay, 
And in that peaceful guise they sought the King. 
With due observances, the seneschal, 
Evor, grey-headed with the toil of years. 
But ruddy-cheeked, as one whose kindly nature 
Had made those years a long, long blessedness. 
Proclaimed the royal message to King Math. 
And he who prized the alliance proffered him, 
Since Gwydnno was a mightier lord than he. 
Answered them blithe, " I freely give the maid. 
Her hand, herself ; but that deep soul of hers, 
I know not if she'll give it ; for your Elfinn, 
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We hear, is dull, cold, diffident of soul, 
No warrior like his sire." 

But Evor said, 
" As we rode forth, the tide was at the full. 
And leaned with silent strength upon the shore ; 
And as we came, we followed up a stream, 
Which hurried on with ceaseless effort, babbled. 
Fretted 'gainst rocks and pebbles, seemed of power 
Far greater than the tide's. The winds of heaven 
With all their might may urge it — 'twill not 

change ; 
But let one stirring breath call on the sea I 
And this is Elfinn ; that, the common man." 

Then Math bade show the bower of the Princess, 
Returned from visit to her kinsman's hall 
Near Gwydnno's weir. The lily of her cheek 
Flushed like the chestnut bloom with hue of anger, 
Her small hand clenched and oped and clenched 

again. 
And with short breaths gasped out she answered 

them, 
^' Himself rejected, must his servants woo I 
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And yet, my lords, a knight's arms merit better 

Than any fisher's slough. But for Prince Elfinn, 

Would he still know my word, go bid him fish 

Until he catch the echoes of the weir 

On May-day eve ! " And then, for the idea 

Of such a fishing touched her ludicrously, 

She smiled ev'n through her anger; then she 

blushed 
For that discourtesy to noble knights, 
And rising from her throne she bowed herself 
With deep, not feigned humility, and spoke, 
" My lords, forgive a maiden's waywardness, 
For " — and she nearer stepped, and laid a hand 
On Evor's hands, and raised her shining eyes 
And looked beseeching in the old man's face — 
'* For you, too, may have daughters. What are we ? 
Mere pawns, jewels to pay high debts with, yea. 
But with a life our own, till — till we're given. 
Given ! " and then her tone grew fierce again — 
" Given ! nay, flung away ! And therefore, lord, 
Grudge not that I would seek defend myself." 
Then with raised front she spoke in noble candour, 
** Yet would I wed, and be a noble wife 
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To one of noble soul, one I could love, 

Not crippled, weighed to earth, tied to a fool." 

He bowed his knee to earth, took her fair hand, 
Kissed it, and gravely spoke, ''I know Prince 

Elfinn, 
And you, most royal maiden, know him not 
The oak is noble, though the birch is fair — 
Twere well the birch should learn that noble 

strength 
Is beautiful as her sweet gracefulness." 

The grave rebuke touched to the quick her spirit 
Sharply she said, '' Your Prince is foolish-tongued, 
Can say nought for himself, yet has the art 
To praise himself by his deputed friends." 
But he, " 'Twas Gwydnno sent us, not the Prince." 
" And why not he ? " the girl cried, petulant 
And at that word, she felt the crimson blush 
Flood cheek and neck and brow, and in her ear 
Elfinn's stem "yea" rang loud. She angered 

at it- 
She knew no cause, but he might know who's seen 
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The dawn pour its pure floods of rosy light 
To tell that day's begun. 

But soon all changed. 
For in those realms 'twas custom that the sires 
Should make the weddings though the sons should 

w^ed. 
And as 'twas all by wont, and nought by force, 
Elfinn must yield unwilling, loath ere loved. 
So they were wed, and Love, yet never caught 
By snare, who flieth from the clang of fetters, 
Fled from her heart Love's fetters are no 

fetters. 
But make hearts free as air : hers, freedom sought 
And might have loved him, but, enforced to wed, 
Hating control, she thought she hated him. 

ffe changed not, loving more, though more and 

more 
His love seemed helpless to reveal himself: 
Cold-touched, it shrank within, even as a flower 
That feels the spring (while still the tardy sun 
Hides clouded through long weeks of flaw and 

snow), 
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Yet all against its will must keep its glories 
Within dull sepals closed, a frost-sered bud. 
And as one, careless, shuts a book unread 
Whose golden letters give the rede he seeks, 
And on the cover fails to catch the word 
That would have bade re-ope and read within, 
And flings it by, and loses all its lore — 
So her contempt wrought, thwarting her desire. 

Meanwhile the bard, who while twelve moons had 

waned 
Had waxed into a youth, ne*er left his lord ; 
Ever he counselled him, *' Make thyself worthy ; 
Be leader of thy people ; break thy foes. 
Faith proved by act is more than faith despairing ; 
A sigh may be a messenger of love, 
Twas never yet love's conqueror." Then Elfinn, 
So subtly wrought by love, thus twice himself, 
Thus fated to be great, grew wise in war 
And wise in council ; honour graced his rule 
And victory kissed him — that was on the brow, 
A crown, mere glory — O for some sweet lips 
To kiss those kisses deeper in his being ! 
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Who cares for fame common as noontide's glare ? 
Who loves it not reflect from eyes beloved ? 
The sun may light day's deeds — it needs the moon 
To cast sweet glamour ev'n o'er mighty things. 

Thus weary was his heart One eve he sat 

Beside the weir where first he knew his love ; 

And all his unluck seemed to grow upon him. 

Of victory, glory, rule, all thought had fled — 

One bitter yearning made his world a void. 

As when a man, whirled in the rushing car, 

Fixes his eye upon some purple peak 

Low on th' horizon, half involved in mist. 

On which perchance the western sunlight lingers. 

Where all he sees is dim and visionary, 

And fanciful, and full of memories. 

While all between, the clear, the fair around, 

That might have charmed his eye, made glad his 

sense, 
Trees, flowers, the joyous, generous homes of men. 
Fleet by appealing, yet unrecked, unseen — 
So did he dwell on what he'd dreamed of love. 
His soul half torpid in its idle woe. 
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The sun dipped 'neath the rim; the sea was troubled. 
Black with a sullen greenness dimly guessed ; 
The mountains scowled beneath a cloud-piled sky ; 
Down the dark-wooded slopes the wind came 

sighing. 
There Eliinn sat, and speaking bitterly, 
Asked of the bard, ** Why am I miserable, 
Who am the true son of a mighty King ? 
Why know I nought of comfort save in thee ? " 

Then Taliessin, standing where the wave 

Glowed vaguely luminous into the dark, 

" Thou know'st not who I am — canst never guess 

Till all earth grow translucent as the dew ; 

Yet on the earth, to teach thee consolation, 

I now have dwelling, but my native land 

Is the region of the summer stars." He spoke — 

The Prince's heart was thrilled ; he raised his 

eyes — 
Taliessin ! Ah ! how the young bard's brow was 

radiant ! 
And the Prince, awed, asked, "How — how shall 

I find it?" 
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" In love, O Elfinn ! — ^What has been, I know, 
And all that will be." « Love is my despair," 
He answered low ; whereat the young bard smiled. 
And sang one stave, a stave he often sang — 

" Lov'st thou^ and thin^st that Love doth love thee 

less? 
That is not love^ that, loving, fails to bless : 
Somewhere above the cloud-drift are the stars** 

And then, raising his hand to point aloft. 
He spoke, and his deep tones were melody 
Filling the sobbing wind, that ceased to wail, 
And low and sweet, tender and soft it came. 
As though the roses had been all asleep, 
Dreaming, and waked, and told their dream in song. 
Impassioned as their hue, soft as their petals ; 
And all that eve, all through the country near 
It sang, and every tree became a lyre ; 
Through every street it breathed, through every 

home, 
And every nook and crevice found a voice. 
And breathed a sweet iEolian lyric note. 
That men rushed to their doors to see who passed. 
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And with bright-anxious eyes, and bated breath, 
Talked of Rhiannon,^ and far Timambeo.* 

Thrilled with that music, Elfinn sought his bride. 
He found her on the castle battlements, 
Restless and anxious, gazing o'er the plain 
As though some hap might come to fill her life, 
Hoping, unhopeful, such might yet appear. 
She met him with no sunshine brow, no frown ; 
She had not dreamed of him, or any one. 
Most tenderly he cast his arms about her, 
Drawing her to his heart. " O Fahelmona, 
This weir is empty, and one fish would fill it. 
That swims lone in the sea in fruitless pride." 
She looked at him a moment, doubtingly — 
His tone so deep and passioned troubled her — 
Then said in voice half mournful, half in anger, 
" The captive fish gasps for its native wave ; 

' He who once listened to the birds of Rhiannon would remain 
three hundred years in perfect happiness, and he would grow no 
older during the time, and his garments and all about him would 
remain fresh as at the beginning, and he would have no feeling or 
knowledge of the lapse of time. 

* Celtic, or rather Gaelic, " the land of the ever-living." 
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Fling me in ! " And he cried, " Plunge in, plunge 

in!" 
And scornful, she, " The weir is not the wave : 
My heart will break, lacking its boundless sea/' 
With arms about her still, he sternly cried, 
** Girl, for I love thee, thou must love me yet ! " 
Sudden a wild thought flooded all his soul, 
"Yea, thou dost love me nowl " Then all alarmed — 
Was her self-freedom gone? — she cried, "I hate 

thee ! " 
But sternly came .reply, "Yea, dost thou hate me ? 
Think, wouldst thou love my hate ? true hate loves 

hate.'' 
And as one kisses a rebellious child. 
Insisting on his love even through its wrath. 
He kissed her angry brow — z, lingering kiss. 
Then he unclasped his arms, and ordered, " Go ! " 
And like a dove escaped the goshawk's claws 
With trembling pinions, all her courage gone, 
She fled away, and often 'mid her thoughts 
She cried, " He loves — I would not have him hate : 
Neither his love nor hate : he loves — ah, God, 
That he had left me free that I might love ! 
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Whom ? Whom ? " But from those airy battle- 
ments 
From which her heart surveyed the spacious plain 
Round its uncaptured citadel, there rode 
No conquering knight to sound the magic blast 
That bids the drawbridge fall— only the ghost 
Of her first maiden dream, that had no form, 
But yet a voice like the deep tones of Elfinn ; 
And evermore there echoed from her heart, 
" He loves — I would not have him hate — not hate." 

Once on her murmuring Taliessin came 

So suddenly, she feared the words his own ; 

Her face blushed like the quicken-fruit, and 

strange — 
In after-time she thought it wondrous strange — 
His speech throbbed in her breast ev'n ere she heard. 
'' Should this King's son go like a chidden slave. 
Or like a hapless knight o'er storm-tossed seas 
Seeking Hisbema's ^ apples ? Yet thou'lt find 

* The apples of the Gaelic Hesperides. Whoso might eat of 
these would be cured of all wounds and woe. And however much 
eaten of, they would grow no less, but remain ever perfect as at the 
beginning. Yet bitter were the penalties and dire the pains of 
him who would win them. 
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His deep love stronger than thy shallow scorn ; 
And love will conquer who is king of all.'' 

It chanced that Elfinn went on embassy 
To Maelgun Gwynedd. Lonely in her bower 
Sat Fahelmona ; chin pressed on her palm, 
Forward she stooped, and with those violet eyes, 
That should have changed their light with changing 

thoughts. 
Gazed o'er the sombre one-hued summer woods. 
Unchanged as they. She felt no certain woe. 
But rather that heart-weariness that aches 
With its own void, and deadens with the void. 
And quickens slowly or to joy or pain. 
The Prince drew near — he came to bid farewell. 
And as he marked, all seemed so pitiful, 
That his deep love welled forth, forgetful all 
How vain it seemed. He clasped her to his breast, 
But felt no heart-throb answer to his own ; 
Then held her back, gazed deep into her eyes 
(Whose light nor mom's nor even's was, but noon's 
Without or dew or mist) ; wearily sighed — 
Far less in sorrow than despair's reproach — 
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Then turned and went, mute, yea, without one word. 
She started up, timidly as a fawn 
That strays in some new wood, to follow him. 
But in his clanging stride her steps were lost 
There was a cry deep in her heart — it died; 
She could not speak his name. Could he not turn ? 
Could he not look again that look of love ? 
One word, one touch, had oped the desert's springs. 
Too late ! too late 1 That sigh, the parting ghost 
Of love, parched by the desert's drought too long — 
Such was her thought : a pang of bitter loss 
Thrilled her : in half despair, half timidly. 
She stretched out arms, and touched his coat of mail. 
But that — ^that could not feel ; another stride 
Bore him across the threshold, knowing nought 
There on her knees she fell — wearily, faint. 
Even then an air blew back the crimson scarf 
That floated o'er his arms : she caught it, kissed. 
And he, who thought it held by the closing door, 
Snatched it impatiently, and never turned ; 
While she, bowed now ev'n to the rush-strewn 

floor, 
With lips among the rushes murmured, ^ Dead ! " 
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Soon she upstarted, to the casement leapt 
That looked upon the court. The Prince was there. 
Almost beneath, his back towards her turned, 
Scattering light adieus to knights around. 
To ladies in their balconies ; and loud 
And glad rang out their cry, " Joy to our Prince ! " 
And he, armed cap-^-pie save for the helm. 
Sat on his pawing steed, and looked a prince 
Ev'n 'midst his heroes ; fair and bright eyes gleamed 
Their brightest for him, many a pure heart ached. 
His burnished armour flashed ; his close-curled hair 
Glossed in the sun ; the white nape of his neck 
Showed to her o'er the arms, those hated arms 
That baulked her touch. T was all she saw of him. 
Yet he half turned, lowered his lance and bowed 
Till his locks mingled with his horse's mane. 
As in salute to her : to blind men's eyes. 
Her pained heart told her, that he bowed so low ; 
'Twas to the walls, the towers, to an)rthing — 
Not her. 

And then, soon as he rode away, 
She started from the casement with a cry, 
" I hate him— hate him ! " With unequal steps. 
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Hands clenching, opening, and with cheeks now red, 
Now pale, yea» pallid as the melting snow, 
Stamped o'er the rushes first, tripped 'mongst 

them now ; 
But the door oped, and Creirwy stood within — 
Creirwy, the darling maiden of the court — 
Bearing a harp, Taliessin's golden harp. 
*'The Prince's last command bade bring it here, 
Whiles he is absent; and " Sudden she 

stopped — 
The lady staggered fainting, and she ran. 
Clasped her arms round her — sweet but frail support ! 
Then as with growing strength the life gasped back, 
She wondered at the passioned frail despair. 
Which questioned of the silence, " Dead ? alive ? " 

In his high hall Maelgun held festival. 

The sunset blazed upon the grey-built towers, 

But through the narrow loopholes scantly shone. 

A thousand torches flared within for glory. 

Glory of Maelgun, and the ale flowed fast, 

The foaming mead, and all for Maelgun's glory ; 

Princes and chieftains were assembled there 
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Of Maelgun's race, and all for Maelgun's glory. 

Still through the banquet chorus ever rose, 

** Where is a King like Maelgun ? who can rule 

The battle's tide, control the world of men, 

Who grant brave knights reward, protect the churl, 

Yea, yield e'en serfs their freedom, like our King ? " 

Deep healths they quaffed to him, he pledged them 

back; 
In every torch's glare saw his own glory, 
And filled with arrogance and fired with wine, 
Cried, loud, " Yea, I am king, sole lord of earth ; 
All kings shall yield to me from distant Lochlyn,^ 
From far Hisberna^ to Judaea's® land. 
And all O'Brasil's* realm and Timambeo." ^ 
Again the chorus rose, " No king like Maelgun 1 " 
Then filling for himself a goblet deep. 
Still seeing fame in every torch's glare, 
He cried, " On two gifts are ye silent, lords. 
My queen — on earth no lady lives as fair, 
Chaste, noble, learned, bountiful as she ; 

' The unknown north. ' The land of fable. 

* The land of revealment * The land of fancy. 

' The land of the ever-living. 
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And not a bard can fable like my bards." 
But Elfinn, entering from the summer night, 
From dreaming of his love in every star. 
Heard the vain boast, and rising proudly cried, 
"In truth, none but a king should vie with kings \^ 
But wert thou not a king, would I affirm 
My wife is chaste as any dame on earth. 
And my young bard knows more than any bard." 

A deadly silence fell upon the hall. — 

Was the youth mad who singly braved the King 

With all his kin around, in all his glory ? 

But Maelgun smiled, craftily, cunningly. 

And said, ** Young boaster, sure without a proof, 

Foolhardy therefore, dar'st thou lend thy ring 

To send to her by Rhun ? " And Elfinn trembled 

(For Rhun was the most graceless in the world. 

And wife or maiden having speech with him 

Held scanty fame thenceforth) : then with proud 

gesture 
He slid it from his finger, held it forth ; 
" Bear it to Fahelmona from her lord," 
He said to Maelgun's son. " It is pure gold 
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That thou canst not transmute — go, steep it, melt 

it! 
She, too, is gold — thou canst not sully her." 
Then *Maelgun called his guard to seize the Prince 
And fling him in a dungeon, bound with chains, 
While Rhun fled with the ring to work her shame. 

A burning slumbrous haze filled all the vale. 
And yet so subtle, none had guessed it there 
Save for the hidden sun ; the woods were hushed — 
Scarcely they'd sung while Taliessin's harp 
Lay dumb in Mona's bower ; in the wide court 
The grasses, springing from the crannies, lan- 
guished ; 
Even the buzzing fly ceasing its whirl. 
Crawled lazily on the walls ; and man and maid 
Wooed unrefreshing slumber, wooed in vain. 

But Fahelmona most of all was weary, 
Weary at heart, weary in soul and brain. 
Weary of life, yearning for fuller life, 
Companionless and lonely, self-deserted. 
Eliinn had gone, and none knew of the bard, 

D 
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And petulant, she called one of her maidens, 

Creirwy, the darling maiden born of flowers 

Among the snows, and dropped into the vale 

Where roses blushed, who found by Arianrod 

And given a soul, thence grew up in her court 

The fairest jewel of her crown, but now 

Held place with Fahelmona. And the child, 

Standing within the magic wood of life 

At that enchanted spot where all behind 

Has been half-open, bright, and fair with flowers. 

In every glade a prince ; but all in front 

Has grown a denser forest, sombre-hued. 

With one broad golden pathway through its depths. 

And one bright god there standing, lord and 

guide — 
Took up the harp, touched all its magic strings, 
And wondering at the tones so deep and full — 
Was the song hers ? it seemed a living thing — 
Sang with sweet voice, a little passionate song. 



^^ LovBy love — the springtide is crying ^ 
' Lave — love t ' 
Far from the southland the swallow comes flying, 
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Soft through the woodland the dove-note replying^ 
From may-bloom, from eglantine^ roses, the odours 
are sighing, 

* Love — love I ' 

^^Lovel love! bound on thy shore I am lying ! 
Love, love, 
The tides of it, ocean-full, homeward are hying — 
Lave me, sweep over me, bear me afar on thy deeps , 

nought denying ; 
Upbuoy me, roll me enrapt, on the blue, ^neath the 
blue — I am dying 
For love — love!^ 

So strangfely sweet, so full of tender yearning, 
Mixed with prophetic power of fuller joy, 
Rang the impassioned song, the Princess trembled — 
She felt no coming rapture through her pain. 
"Where learned'st thou the song?" she sharply 

asked. 
Then Creirwy threw herself on Mona's breast, 
And on her shoulder laid a blushing cheek — 
" Ah, lady ! dost thou know it not ? " she cried. 
And Fahelmona felt the maiden's heart 
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Throbbing on hers, and felt her own heart throb, 
Then raised the girl's fair face : the blush was gone, 
But in the face there was a deathless beauty 
That told two souls in one looked through those 

eyes, 
And the Princess's heart felt envy's pang. 
But ere she spoke a maiden came to tell 
Her lord's ambassador sought speech of her. 

Now Rhun was bold, of conquest ever sure, 
And, having helped to wreck the weak and false. 
Deemed nothing sacred or beyond his power. 
Thus, as he viewed the lady's wondrous beauty, 
His fierce eyes flashed — ^here was a prize to win. 
With feigned respect — ^bold admiration mixed. 
Clothed with his blandishments he screened himself, 
In crafty hope to win, were 't but a nook. 
One tiniest nook, in her respect, regard, 
Where, as a friend, his plots might work unmarked, 
Which, from without, were vain, or countermined. 
He, when she asked of Elfinn, seemed distressed, 
Told little, sighed, spoke of her radiant charms, 
Wishing himself had known a maid as fair ; 
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While every word — no light, revealing truth — 
Showed its intent to be a mist to hide, 
Till ennui in vague expectation died, 
In curiosity thrilled through with fear. 

The eve closed in, and as the lord was far, 

In lieu of wassail in the banquet-hall, 

The honoured guest was welcomed in the bower. 

" Since Taliessin fails us," Mona said, 

" My maid shall sing ; " but threat nor proffered 

gift 
Could open Crierwy's lips ; and laughing, Rhun — 
Good hap was here, he deemed — ^begged grace for 

her, 
Himself was bard, he urged, and took the harp. 
Smiling, triumphant, bold, elate, secure, 
He threw his fingers o'er the quivering strings. 
But no voice came therefrom — only a jar 
Of shattered tones — and half the chords were 

dumb. 
How ! was it charmed ? and with a muttered curse 
He dashed it 'gainst the wall. Fair Creirwy smiled 
O'erjoyed, and angered him. And then he knelt 



38 ELFINN'S LUCK. 

To beg send forth the maids, that he might tell 
Tidings of weight, a message of her lord. 

" Farest of fair, child of a mighty King ! " 

On bended knee he spoke, " loth do I speak — 

Nay, let me kiss that wonder, thy fair, fair hand — 

Oh, Eliinn's bliss to touch those rosy lips, 

Thee to embrace, were he not. • . . Purblind fool 

And madman I List ! No longer stain thyself 

With foul dishonour, honouring who is vile ! 

Not from thy lord, from mine own house I come 

To learn if his report of thee be true 

Ere our Princess we give him. — False, ' tis false ! 

This ring, for thee no token, noble wife. 

He gave my sister, whom he sought to wed, 

Repudiating thee as false and stained." 

She started to her feet, and crying, " Liar ! " 

Struck him, and he whose lust had burnt for lust. 

Now felt a fiercer lust bum for revenge. 

Yet with forgiving tone, mild as in pity, 

''Dost thou then cherish shame, and hate pure 

truth ? 
Why should I lie ? " and Fahelmona trembled. 
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'* Hast thou loved him ? " her heart's deeps troubled 

grew. 
" He forced thee wed — ^hast thou not ever scorned?" 
She shook in every limb exceedingly — 
Was not each word a truth ? how should he love 
One who had loathed him ? and a flood of ang^uish 
Swept through her heart Then Rhun, triumphant 

now, 
" This very moment in another's arms 
He proves his scorn of thee ; " and her old spirit 
Of quick resent flashed out, and fought the woe, 
Her face a battle-field of wrath and shame. 
She half thought Elfinn false, she knew him true. 
Her scorh of him came back a curse upon her-^ 
And yet, rejected ! 'twas a bitter pang. 
And she outcried, '* I ever held him mean, 
Despicable. Oh, had I never seen him ! " 
At that, he leapt up, cast his arms about her, 
Crying, " Forget him, for I love, love, love you ! " 
And as he spoke there came a sudden cry — 
A high chord in the harp snapped, then another. 
And in each cry she heard far Eliinn's voice, 
" Fahelmona, O Fahelmona ! " 
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At that note, 
" Liar I " burst from her heart, a frantic cry, 
And Taliessin stood between the two, 
Sudden and terrible ; and bafRed, foiled, 
Yet swearing vengeance, for his chance would come. 
Bearing her ring, snatched off to her unknown, 
The traitor turned and fled. 

Then the young bard, 
Reproach and anger in his voice, *^ How, how 
Could'st thou believe such lie, dishonouring 
My master's royal soul? How could'st thou 

doubt ? 
Worthless of it, thou hast not known his heart ; 
For deepest love loves but in silent worship, 
Gives itself utterly, asks nought, but yearns — 
And thou, his goddess, never answered him. 
EVn now in prison, heaped with chains, he lies. 
All for thine honour, and would die for thee." 
Then a great cry burst from her heart, a cry 
Of bitter yearning — like the desert's cry 
To the full sea, or as the parched-up plain's. 
When the south-west brings memory of the dew. 
But as that very breath of freshening life. 
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That speaks of yearaed-for beauty o'er the waste, 
Raises the sleeping dust bom of the drouth, 
And chokes the power of freshness that it brings, 
So did that wail awake her doubts. She cried, 
" Can he be true so long ? He seeks revenge — 
I am dishonoured ! " Then with flashing eyes, 
" Dastard ! " and then entreating piteously, 
" Prove, prove he is not false ! Leave me unstained ! 
Oh, show me, show me that he is not false ! " 
" Come, then ! Time presses. Come ! " the young 

bard cried. 
" I've held the steeds long saddled." Out they fled 
From the old castle, no one seeing them, 
Found their two steeds, and parted like the wind. 

Again the sun was setting, btit the clouds 
Were dun and murky with a sombre glare. 
And deadly stillness fettered all that breathed — 
The mountains seemed more living than the trees. 
But now sharp clatter on the rattling rocks 
Startled the glen, where two rode furiously ; 
A fox leapt 'neath the tawny bracken, turned 
With white teeth flashing, and an old grey wolf 
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Skulked 'mong the purple rocks, but none 

pursued — 
The two had entered yonder gloomy fort, 
And death-like silence closed again o'er all. 

But Maelgun's justice-hall was full of clangour, 
For Rhun was there, and Elfinn weighed with 

chains, 
And lord and vassal thronged to view the end. 

Then Maelgun cried, '' Stand forth, thou boaster, 

stand! 
Thou said'st thy wife was chaste as is my queen. 
And true, and sweet, and beautiful ; but know 
There is no woman fair who is not pure ; 
Trust her henceforth no further than thy sight" 

But Elfinn, who before drooped 'neath the fetters. 
Rose upright with a brow dared face the world, 
And cried, contemptuous, " Wherefore went Rhun 

forth, 
Who might have coined such charge with less delay ? 
I need no proof but my own soul that loves. 
Stand forth, thou traitor, tell how thou hast failed I " 
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" Traitor ! to me ? 'tis well thy body's chained," 

With cold, reviling sneer the accuser cried, 

" Or I had struck thee dead. Yet hearken, King 

And bid this slave dishonoured answer me. 

Is thy wife pure, O Elfinn ? " « Yea," he cried. 

"Yea?" mocked that other. "Yea? w she so pure? 

Was her heart given to thee, or forced to wed ? " 

At that he started with such sudden pang 

That Rhun, who watched him, learnt the way to 

strike. 
" A wedded woman needs must love a man — 
Has she loved thee, O Elfinn ? " and a smile 
Of calculating malice barbed the shaft 
The Prince with effort held his brow erect, 
And glared dumb-tortured, stricken, at his foe, 
And answered never a word. In the far hall 
Fair Fahelmona, hidden in the crowd, 
Whispered the bard, *' Oh, let me go to him, 
Lest he for ev'n a moment think me vile." 
" Stay, stay," he said, ** thou dost not know him yet ; 
Thou'lt see what thou wilt see." And Rhun spoke 

on, 
" Has she not ever scorned ? She loves thee not." 
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There, that was truth — he let his head droop low 
And answered never a word ; and Rhun with joy, 
"Thrice fair, the brave must love her: scorning thee, 
Must she not prize the hero when he comes ? 
I merely showed the ring, and blithe with me . . . 
See thy troth gift, its fellow ! Thee she scorns . . ." 
But Elfinn, with a shout that shook the hall, 
" Unmitigated slave, thou liest ! I know — 
Too well I know — ^she loves not, loves me not ; 
Yet she is pure as heaven's own radiance. Liar ! " 
And as he spoke, his face was like a god^s. 
From Fahelmona's eyes a mist seemed drawn, 
And for the first time now she seemed to see him 
In all his beauty — and he bowed no more. 
His fetters seemed mere gossamers upon him ; 
He stood erect, with brow that dared the world, 
And flashing eyes, who knew his faith was truth. 
\A sword I a sword ! to prove the liar lies ! " 
But Rhun with foaming passion," Liar ? Die ! " 
And drove straight at his heart, and then a cry 
Rang from the hall's far end, " O Elfinn, Elfinn ! " 
The sword went wide, more deadly thrust had 
followed. 






ELFINN'S LUCK. 45 

But sudden through the hall a harp-note rang 
Sharps and the chains had fallen to Elfinn's feet. 
He stooped, snatched up a sword, and shouting, 

" Liar ! '' 
Leapt on his foe, while Taliessin cried, 
"Stay them for thine own honour, King!" but 

Maelgun 
Cared nothing for the cry. Again the harp — 
The sun dipped 'neath the sea, the dark rushed 

down, 
The hall grew pitchy black : then Maelgun's voice 
Bade every man draw sword to help his son, 
While Taliessin crying, " Prince to Prince, 
My legions 'gainst thy slaves!" waved wide his 

hand. 
Throughout the darkened hall no light was given 
But sparks from Elfinn's blade, and by their glint 
The pale, scared faces of the men were seen 
Who strove to stir, in vain. Still waved the hand, 
And Taliessin chanted o'er the din — 

" The strong creature^ formed ere the floods 
Headless and footless^ yet swift ! " 
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And ever clanged the arms, and rang the brands ; 

" The destroyer^ young from the Pritne, 
Bloodless and formless and dread ! " 

And Mona's cry still rang in Elfinn's ears — 

He heard, he felt, he knew, she had learnt to love. 

" Wide as the surface of earthy 
Rending and shattering^ Come t " 

Rhun, maddening more, had caught that tone of 

love; 
Fresh hate and lust and vengeance fired his heart ; 
Loving or loathing, she was there, self-trapped ; 
His, in his power, his slave, once Elfinn dead. 

" Love I tite sea whitens and gleams — 
*Twixt the ridges^ black yawns a heW^ 

Fierce flashed their eyes; madly the weapons 

clanged. 
So heavily can they strike ? is the hall rocking ? 
What shakes and rends the towers ? Listen ! Ah ! 

" Thou weird greyer, handless and weaponless^ 
Come^ grasp and grapple and rend I " 
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A cry of rending forest was without, 

A myriad wood, snapped by a whelming sea ; 

They nothing heard, but 'mid the flashing brands, 

The Prince saw Mona standing close beside, 

To make her breast his shield ; and from her look 

A wave of love deep-flooded all his soul, 

That though his sword fell shattered, all was won. 

He, stooping low, caught up the mass of fetters. 

And as he swung them round they gleamed with 

fire 
Fierce as a meteor hurtling through the night 
Blood-red into a holt ; on Rhun they fell, 
And what was Rhun, burned now a pillared flame. 

Then Maelgun, maddened, cried, '' My son is dead ! 
Slay, slay, slay, slay them ! " But the bard cried 

loud, 
" His fate was just : he lied — for / was there ! " 
And Mona knelt at Elfinn's feet, looked up 
Seeking his eyes ; and sacrifice and love 
Beamed in her face, while to the King she cried, 
" Slay me for him ; for that I give myself — 
'Twere sweet to die thus ! and I doubted thee — 
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O Elfinn ! " And the storm swept round the fort, 
Roaring and buffeting and screaming high ; 
While still the strange flame gleamed, and Mael- 

gun's word 
Now found each arm its power to slay the three. 

But Taliessin seemed no more a youth ; 
His form seemed to dilate to every eye, 
His presence filled the hall ; and then his hand 
Fell on the harp and jangled every chord. 

^^ At his need^ handless and weaponless^ 
O strong creature^ grapple and smite I " 

" Prince has slain Prince ; my legions 'gainst thy 

slaves ! " 
And a wild scream was round the battlements, 
And a wild swirl of waters at the gates. 
" Fly, fly ! " the young bard cried, " ere the walls 

shatter ; 
Fly! for they rock, they split!" He waved the 

harp — 
The lovers, lo ! were safe beyond the wave, 
As to the last high note the last words rang — 
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" Thou weird grasper^ handless and weaponless. 
Thy myriad hands grapple and strike ! " 

Yea, louder than the larum of the wind, 
And swifter than the trample of the sea, 
Swept on that magic storm. From the hillside 
Trembling and awed the lovers turned and gazed — 
The foaming crests were crenelled 'gainst the sky, 
Beneath them, deep, lay shattered Maelgun's towers, 
And Maelg^n's race had passed. 

But as they climbed, 
High o'er the seething flood, the tempest died ; 
A tender breath, caressing, swept the slope. 
And o'er a distant ridge the full moon rose 
Slowly and weird, and spread through earth and air 
Her silent incantation. Thrilled with love. 
Their meeting eyes shone with the tender fire. 
Than her own gem more full of changing light. 
Hand locked in hand they climbed — they needs 

must climb. 
Each look was a caress, each word a kiss. 
Through the charmed night exhaled delicious 

sweets — 

£ 
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" O Fahelmona ! how the air's divine ! " 
'* It is thy soul's rich fragrance to my soul. 
But see how earth all shimmers like a gem ! '* 
" Dearest, it is thy soul which beams on mine. 
How the breeze softly murmurs I" ** 'Tis thy heart." 
" It is our heart, and all the music, love ! " 
" Dearest ! '* 

They would have lingered, but in front 
The bard still climbed, and following in his track 
It seemed that they had wings. Still, still, he 

climbed. 
And high, amid a sea of flowery heath, 
He glowed in front, a star. ** Stay, wondrous bard," 
Breathless they cried, "we cannot reach to thee." 
But when they seemed to reach him where he turned, 
Deep wonder fell on them. No more a youth, 
He stood majestic, clothed with sacred garb, 
The golden serpent of eternity 
Coiled o'er his radiant brow, a magic wand, 
Dispeller of illusions, in his hand. 
" Follow ! " he said, then turned again and climbed. 
And hand-in-hand they climbed, till breathless 

grown 
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Again they cried, " Stay, stay I " He waited then 
Upon a crag above them : the full moon 
Streamed on his ebon hair — they fell to earth 
Wonder-struck, stupefied, for he was changed : 
Like that old Hebrew prophet whom we love, 
Who hated priests and idols in his zeal. 
And passioned fought for God : but still his brow 
Shone like a mountain torrent in the moon. 
" Follow me — to the highest verge of earth ! " 
He said, and staggering on they followed him. 
There on the crest he turned, changed yet again. 
A white beard swept his feet ; his rare locks floated, 
With ivy crowned and vervain, on the breeze- — 
He stood, a Druid of unnumbered eld, 
Older than the oldest oaks. 

Then filled with awe 
The lovers kneeling cried, '* Say, who art thou ; 
Who art thou, wondrous bard, mysterious spirit ? " 
And he, with smile ineffable, replied, 
" My name you cannot know, nor whence I c6me ; 
But you have loved me, followed as you could, 
And that is highest knowledge. In the dark 
I have been born on earth, again, again. 
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To light the nations ; yea, in many a guise ; 

To Enoch, guide ; among the prophets, prophet ; 

Amid the fighting world, a king, a bard, 

To rule the travelling nations, that the light 

Caught in the souls of those whom heaven has fired 

Should not all flickering die to leave men brutes ; 

And all earth's light was in the light I gave. 

And all the bards have learned their songs of me.'* 

Kneeling, they listened as the lonely listens 

Among the holy silence of the crests 

At dawn : the wind's asleep — oh that weird hush ! 

But every tiniest pore becomes an ear. 

And the whole body listens. As they gazed, 

The moon had gone, and, in the star-robed sky. 

He seemed more vague, eluding half their sight, 

Mere shadow, wraith, or cloud ; but that fair brow 

Was radiant still, and still his deep tones rang, 

'' I was with Adam, and with Gautama ; 

By that high Cross I stood, and I remain 

In varying guise, revealing still the light 

On this God's earth until the day of doom. 

This time, O Elfinn, I was born for thee, 

That thy fair soul might find its sister soul. 
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Its radiance, glory, bom in one with it 

For one idea, its symbol of the Idea. 

Severed, then lost 'mid earth's illusions, changed, 

Each yearns to each, oft meets, yet knowing not, 

So stained through all the guises they have worn. 

Yet through pure yearning, healing comes, clear 

sight, 
Until — Ah, Love at last will pierce disguise, 
And all made clear by his revealment, lo 1 
The symbol and fulfilment nearing, blent . . . 
Yet all revealing, shall stretch-out to, grasp . . . 
Think . . . Now, the last time put your feet by mine. 
One step, here, on this highest verge of earth ! " 
And there before their eyes the shadow changed — 
The naked, rosy child of Gwydnno's weir. 
Who smiled on both as erst on one he'd smiled. 
And spoke, "One step— on this high'st crest of earth! 
And now, look up 1 " And as he raised his hand 
Past that white brow resplendent, their rapt look 
Followed,-tind high and high above them, lo ! 
The region of th' summer stars I O lambent stars, 
O ye God's poetry, rapt utterance 
Of more than ever man can speak ! They gazed. 
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Their eyes grew dim with gushing, loving tears, 
And drooped ; but ' neath their feet, save that one 

crag 
Of rock whereon they stood, lo ! earth was gone, 
The moon was hid, our sun a mere thorn's point 
Lost in that blaze, for the transfigured sky, 
No empty dome based on a changing world, 
Was one inane of fire, a shimmering gem. 
One dome, above, beneath, where space seemed not, 
But all around, about, beneath, above. 
Out of the ebon-blue, the myriad stars 
Dartled intensest radiance — not as here, 
A star, a void, and then a tiny star. 
But everywhere a lambent galaxy 
Of mighty orbs, till with the blue between 
All seemed one passioned radiance of a star. 
And from their bursting hearts there broke a cry, 
" Taliessin ! " 

• Rapt they stood. 

Where was the bard ? 
One moment at their side, there seemed a shade 
Dissolving like a cloud, but as they gazed 
The stars shone through — ^'twas nought : yet still 

a moment 
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That white brow shone--or was it, fancy-formed, 
A band of fairer white amid those fires ? 
And each gazed in the other's eyes with awe ; 
They wondered what they had seen. 

Then far away 
There woke the sudden darkness of the sun, 
Soon turned to day's own light And lo! they stood, 
Elfinn and Fahelmona in their home. 
The voice of dawn was round ; the merry birds 
Chanted of love, the field ward cattle lowed, 
Two jealous hinds were wrangling in the byre, 
Dogs barked, in Mona's bower was laughter heard, 
For though deep souls yearn, love, and hope, and 

pray, 
While bards and priests and sages grope through 

night 
To learn to teach them better pray and love, 
Since ever light is out of darkness bom — 
Yet mere life's joy is in the homes of men ; 
Day's light is sweet ; though hate and anger rage, 
The breath of heaven checks the reek of hell — 
And th' children are heard light laughing every 

V 

morning. 
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LOVE'S WRAITH. 

At midnight, alone with my grief, 
A footstep my chamber crossed, 

Like the rustle of the falling leaf 
Through the hedgerow, heavy with frost 

But I saw no more than one sees 
Of the faint grey wisp in the sky 

That vanishes, lost in the breeze, 
Ere its shape is known to the eye. 

And I felt ..." Hah ! cold thy lips seem ; 

Dear, let me clasp thee — 'tis thou ! " 
" Ah — h ! " Did I swoon in a dream ? 

But whose tear is this on my brow ? 

I rise — through the shutters withdrawn 

In a dismal and hopeless sky, 
Breaks the light of a bitter dawn 

Of a day of dull misery. 



i 
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MINE. 

Forget ? Ah, no ! The breeze may kiss 
The violet's lips, then onward press, 
And in the harsh rue's odour's stress 

Forget the sweets of fragrant bliss. 

What would'st thou have ? Though night- winds 
thrill 
And the moon wades through a shivering haze, 

For me the sweetness lingers still 
Of blue-domed nights, of balmy days. 

The waves break at our feet — their sigh 
Speaks like the woods that eve of June : 
No night-bird sings, yet that same tune 

Rings in my heart and will not die. 

Thou too (thy rich bride waits for thee), 
Thine eyes turn to the pale stars, wet 

Kiss ! Now, though wedded, what is she ? 
As though thou could'st forget ! 
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THE RENEGADE. 

Silence, and fear's trembling chilL— 

The night-clouds roll 

Black as the thoughts in his soul, 
Yet nought threats save forebodings of ill. 

Five shrunk palms and a well ; 

His steed, too, remains ; 

To-morrow El Obeid he gains — 
Ay, but to-night is as hell. 

Five shrunk palms, then the sands 

Limitless spread — 

The dried leaves point, like the arms of one dead, 
With their hundred-fingered hands — 

Point every finger at him. — 

The breeze has upsprung, 

And each now becomes a tongue. 
And whispers snake-like and grim. 



►^ 
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Strange palms — through the night and breeze 
Grown phantom-like, seem 
As trees turned ghosts in a dream, 

As ghosts, fast-rooted like trees. 

Five — are there six through the gloom ? 
Ha, what is there ? 
Why tremble ? why bristles his hair ? 

• 

" Does one not rot in the tomb ? " 

He raves : for leagues his steed trod : 

No being's more near : 

Ay, but in that is his fear — 
The infinite desert and God, 

Alone with that and his dread ! 

Too awful to bear : 

He flies to his steed — it may share. 
Mercy, the camel is dead ! 

" Avaunt I " Through the night flash and glow 

Wild eyes of a beast ; 

For reason through terror has ceased : 
A brute, he leaps on his foe. 
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'* Die I "—but to stab cannot kill, ^ 

A man rooted. " False tree, 

Fall I " but how fell it ? for see, 
It glides, as he chases, at will 

The palms shiver — through the grisly light 

Giants they loom — < 

Wave upon wave of gloom 
Falls on the breast of night. 

And space both near and afar 

Grows one black blot — ^ 

The shriek of things that are not 
Rings loud through the voices that are. 

The desert all vaguely cries, 

Weird and most dread — 

Is it the lips of the dead 
That thrill through the sands to the skies ? 

The desert' all vaguely moans — ^ 

The hideous dark 

Ruddies with a sudden spark, 
And ruddy the sand and stones, , 
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And five shrunk palms — ^but the sod 

No longer is paced, 

And nothing broods o'er the waste 
But the infinite presence of God. 



• 
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FREYDISA. 

Whene'er she smiled — ah, the magic sway 
In that fair white brow and true eyes of grey ! 

As the blithe Spring's heaven was her radiant face, 
With the sun in his highest dwelling-place. 

And when she mused, 'twas the starlit sky 
In musky June, in sweet mystery. 

One eve she waited, her mind 'neath sway 
Both of musing twilight and blithesome day. 

A voice — nay, voices ; then at her feet 
Jarl Eirik they laid in his winding-sheet. 

'Twas a long while since — nigh twelve moons ago ; 
But seconds are years in the depth of woe ; 
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And whenever she smiles, her face now seems 
The blank grey void in December's gleams ; 

And when she muses, those dull stars recall 
The track where the ghosts ride to Odin's hall.^ 

» The Milky Way. 
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POETRY. 

The flower, the rich quintessence of a mood ; 

The embodiment of feeling ; the wild sweep 

And sway of thought from some tumultuous deep 
To some stem-ordered close ; the radiance wooed 
And won, though cloud obscure and tempest rave, 

By yearning, from a star we may not reach; 

A pearl, flung sudden on Life's roaring beach, 
Lustrous with polish of th' eternal wave ; 
The heir of all o'er which Time's wing hath ranged : 

The very soul of hope ; the prophecy 

Which by a charm transfigures memory 
To what shall be, but all divinely changed ; — 

The Extreme sense, where man's soul, struggling 
free, 

Just touches lips with Immortality. 



1 
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DEAREST, MUST WE PART ? 

Dearest, must we part ? 

There seems no cause ; 
For why should thy hard heart 

Frame mine her laws ? 

Part ? Nay, rather die ! 

For, sure 'twere mad 
Lonely in woe to cry, 

Live to be sad ! 

False to thee ? Nay— nay ! 

Thrice mayest thou know 
Thou should'st have begged me stay, 

Not bid me go. 

Good 'twere to meet, 

Bid my pride tell 
The plot, the vile deceit. 

She wrought so well ; 
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Better, read mine eyes. 
Search all my soul 

That to thme open lies, 
A spotless scroll ; 

Best, just to kiss, 
Forget the past, 

# 

Accept love's perfect bliss, 
Trust love at last 
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POETRY. 



*' The wine of devils," some poor peddling priest 
Named poetry, and " Spell of hate." Fool ! Beast ! 
None ever yet the realm of great song trod 
Whose heart was far from love, or soul from God. 
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THE SOUUS AWAKENING. 

The book is closed, save for her finger's tip 
Thrust 'twixt the edges. Was the verse she read 
Gorgonian, striking sense and feeling dead, 

Turning her marble ? Nay ! for see, her lip 

Trembles. What ! doth the roused soul long to slip, 
A nascent butterfly, its sheath, and spread 
Wings to the ether whence that great thought 
sped 

To raise it, stirred to that high fellowship ? 

Wrapped in the careless joy of life, she'd dwelt, 

Perchance, so pure, so perfect, it seemed bliss 

Enough to live, love, dream, as ends. But see ! 

Sudden the great thought strikes — her soul has felt 

Pulse of that broader tide that life doth miss, 

Throb of that love that lives immortally. 
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HODGE. 

Hodge, poor illiterate, came to the teacher 
Bearing a volume. " Gradely beseech yer,^ 

" Wot be this really ? how we'm to use it ? 
Beleakins,^ oi'm' mythered!* Yet oi wouldna' 
abuse it, 

" For a far-comer said it are good 'gainst all evils 
Once you well know 't ? Wot ! charm 'gainst blue 
devils ! 

" Charm when you're clemmed-loike ? ^ Gi*e me a 

lommuck,® 
Cheese and hot strike-fire ^ — whoi, 'tis harder nor 

dommuck ! ^ 

> I civilly ask you. ' Corruption of "by our ladykins.'' 

* All long Ts pronounced as oi, * Confused. 

* Starred. * Hunk of bread. ^ Crude spirit. 

* A kind of unleavened cake. 
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''Charm against rheumitiz? addlin's^ oi'm 

rubbin* — 
It bean't no good-loike — nowt loike the owd' 

dubbin ! ' 

'* Good for th' owd ooman, sikin,^ and weepin' ! 
Well, oi knocked 'er o* th' *ead wi' it last toime 
we'm threapin' ! ^ 

" Drinkin', for tay-time ? • Sal boiled the cover, 
Welly half pisoned, creachy ^ all over ! " 

*^ Give me the book, friend ! Shakespeare 1 Yes, 

duly 
The stranger proclaimed, but you must know it 

truly; 

'' Then 'tis transformed to a charm transcendental, 
Life-revealing, soul-stirring ; a power elemental. 

Deeper feeling attests, enlarged powers of think- 
ing 1 " 

' Every evening. • Old. * Ointment 

* Sighing. • Quarrelling. • Tea. ' Sick, ill. 
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"Measter! be that sommut* for eatin' and 
drinkin'?" 

*' No, friend ! The schoors near and gratis, and — " 

" All right; sir ! 
Oi'U lam 'im, and take Sal the charm 'ome to-night, 

sir ! " 

Years have flowed on : the report is still bruited, 
Hodge's straight lines are wavy, his pot-hooks splay- 
footed. 

" Shakspur ! blame me, there bean't none showed 

by spellin' I 
Where's the magic o' which that great leer * was 

tellin' ? 

"Read aloud, he so bristles wi' laming, that, 

strake 'im ! ^ 
Oi'd pick up Jack-sharp-nails* more easy nor 

take ^ 'im ! 

» Something. * Liar. • A petty oath. 

* Hedgehog. * Comprehend. 
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•' Charm ! it 'ain't softened the cover wots'ever \ 
Sal boiled it again — it wor beastly as never." 

Such disappointment's report, often screening 
Intuitions that there might be glorious meaning. 

And once he asked, "Measter, on the edge o^ 

dark ^ gazin', 
Wi' my poll all hoar-frosty, whose chill my blood 

plays in, 

" My foot halts, hand palsies, but Death lays his 

hand in it. 
And drags me on brav^ or I'd stop any minute ; 

''Say, shall I learn all o' Shakspur? and dang 

o' thee ! 
If I doan't I've lost my 'ole life all alang o' 

thee!" 

The teacher indifferent replied, coldly smiling, 
" Was not the mere joy of learning beguiling ? 

» Twilight. 
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" As earth grew more wide, your old joys did you 

love them, 
With worlds of thoughts round you, and deep 

heavens above them ? 



"Still, each step gained, your faith grew more 

shaken 
That Heaven's transcendental strong beer and fat 

bacon. 

**Did you ? (But cease, restrain your ela- 
tion ! ) 
Maybe in the tenth or hundredth generation 

" Of a tribe such as yours, one may rise (Nay — no 

terrors I ) 
Who may parse one short phrase of this Burlesque 

of Errors!^ 



" You mean that 111 never " " Hush ! " cried 

the master, 
** You're learning." That was all. 
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Now faster and faster 
Eve muffled man's work-light, the sky was flame- 
clouded, 
Then swift in a featureless grey was o'er-shrouded, 

But sudden a star broke through, and a brother 
Star flashed, yet again and again, yet another, 

Star upon star, deep and deeper, bright beaming, 
From depths all abysmal, lights infinite streaming, 

From the sky-ocean blue, its abysses unveiling, 
O'er which the vast ark of existence once sailing 

To link life through all shores, the blue waves deep 

did sever, 
And left there its keel's furrow phosphorescent 

for ever. 

A cry from the college roof! where was erected 
The astronomer's glass, and his pupils collected — 

''A new planet! new planet! How could they 
have missed him 
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So long?" Said the teacher, "That upsets our 
sun's system. 

"They must look for two more to find balance, 

adjusting 
Our laws. In mere knowledge 'tis folly in trusting." 

Then loud from the roof, cries of terror, vexation, 
" Earth no longer is spinning by man's calculation ! 
'* What will become of it now ? where is't wending } " 

I fled for sweet peace far where land has its ending 
And the vast rock upheaved in some earth's mad 

commotion 
Thrusts its brow in high heaven, its foot in deep 

ocean. 

Crash ! for the levin was roaring : thereafter 

The crags broke the peal, a fiend-chorus of laughter. 

Flash ! The wild sea was an Alps, grimly crested 
With white, a weird foam-storm which froze but 
ne'er rested, 
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And their deep troughs a hell, a Flash ! flash ! 

Then the booming 
Of the rock-caves below, where the wave wallows 

spuming. 

Then heaven's roar. Ah, God ! for the tall ship 

there dying. 
That shriek! Silence. Crash! crash! and the 

dread caves replying. 

Eternity of rock, sea ; and man's poor endeavour, 
Abyss of mad air that o'ersweeps them for ever, 

And o*er them the storm swift departing ! O Being, 
O Death, Life, your secret ! Though my eye burst 
with seeing ! 

We've searched thee — ^probed ; what have we 

found ? That past sorrow 
May g^ow sweet ; but mad doubt kills to-day. And 

to-morrow ? 

What hope for to-morrow ? When ? How ? We 
are dying — 
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Shall knowledge learn ? Silence — no voice came 

replying. 

« « « « « 

The tempest waned round my head ; the abysses 
Of time — air, rock, ocean — ^grew mild. As with 

kisses 

A child, who has teased his fond mother, fool-asking 
Of things it will learn as it grows, which she 
masking 

With parable screens, or with sharp rebuke hiding 
Brings tears to his ey^s^ and resent at that chiding, 

He, still yearning to know, sees the blue eyes above 

him 
That smile through their frowns, and he knows 

that they love him. 

He leaps to her breast, all but love utter-spurning ; 
So I dropped on earth's bosom and sighed out my 
yearning, 

Oh, how I love you, I love you ! And feeling 
Grew worship, and worship, the soul's sight and 
healing. 
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And Eternity's ab)rssy blue, star-spangled, grew 

nearer; 
The thick vapours flying, my thought widened, 

grew clearer ; 

And for ever the doud-rack breaks, afar driven, 
And through the gap glowing the depth of the 
heaven, 

One by one they appear, the new stars, ever 

showing 
The deep deeper, as ignorance widens by knowing ; 

And through the rolled blue of its waves, ah, I 

view it ! 
Through the deep hush, soul-music, strange 

wandering through it. 

Through chasm, through star-drift, the great answer 

comes stealing. 
Not in revealment, but in revealing ! 

« « » » « 

Returning to Hodge : when he has knowledge. 
All the book covers, they'll perhaps close the 

college. 



79 



TO THE NIGHT. 

Night, kiss mine eyes ! 

Lay thy cold hand upon my brow ! 
I ask thee not for rest that dreamless lies, 
I ask thee not to lull my thought asleep ; 
I would have peace, calm, deep — 
Kiss me now ! 

Peace in^the height, 

Peace in the forest of my brain — 
The branches moan with wild unrest's despite ; 
Their rustling leaves wild gusts of anguish sway- 
Tis ever thus by day. 
Come again I 

Far would I fly. 

Who's known despair would quit this world- 
And thus with me ; yet since I would not die 
Who have not yet subdued all earthly things, 
I would have wings, wide wings, 
Strong, unfurled. 
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Aloft to soar, 

To escape the fret, to gather might 
To meet the work-a-day world's to-morrow's war ; 
And thy calm gaze has virtue in my soul, 
Rapt to thy stars, sane, whole — 

Come, sweet night ! 

Yet stay not thought ; 

Thee I beseech for strength, not cry 
(What boon soe'er oblivion ever brought) 
For that most base negation, common rest 
Great strife, and strength enough for strife, is 
best. 
Nay, too frail, I 

Faint, and would sleep. 

Thy strange weird whisper's half expressed. 
Thine ^yt!& oft half revealed the secret deep. 
Reveal still more, enough for mightier life, 
Or lull me, strong for strife, 
To my rest ! 
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THE BRASS-WORKER. 

IN DELHI. 

I SAW him squatting in the blazing sun — 
A vacant sleepy gaze his eyes concealed ; 
Aimless he hammered at a brazen shield, 
From mom till eve ; from no design begun, 
To no end consecrate, the work was done ; 

But the idle hand from chance has ne*er 
escaped — 
A monstrous demon, most grotesquely shaped, 
Leered in his face — 'twas all his art had won. 



I smiled superior, but from forth the brass 
That hideous fiend upstarted mockingly, 
Leered all the more, and cried exultantly, 
" At morn thy soul from God thou didst receive ; 
Thou'st shaped it to what end ? tell, for 'tis eve. 

Brother I " he whispered ; and I groaned, ^ Alas ! ** 

G 
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TO RAHEL. 
I. 

a. 

Like the arch of night above the dawn are thy 

brows ; 
Like the glory of the morning are thine eyes, 
When its silent grey with splendour fills, as the 

soul 
Of its being flushes through it, and the whole 
Dusky brood of shades and terrors flee, and 

uprise 
To the sky, like incense sweet, earth's morning 

vows. 

Surely the day never broke sweeter 

Than the light in eyes 

When the soul in its infinite skies 
First sees its morning-star and bounds to greet 
her. 
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The dull cold earth with shadowy features lay, 
Merely a blank of gray : 
Morn breaks, and life awakes, 

And the melting gray discloses 

Banks of lilies, bowers of roses ; 

Myriad diamond dewdrops glisten ; 

Myriad gentle leaflets listen 

For the tender sighing song, 
As of yearning, not of grief. 
That, they rustling leaf to leaf, 

The zephyrs bear along 
, As they amorously play. 

And ever growing with the growing day, 
The forest shows its columned majesty ; 
The glorious mountains soar into the sky ; 

And the dull stream 
That in the dark had but a sullen voice — 
We not knowing of what theme it spoke — 
Now that the day hath broke, 

And all its world so clear to us doth seem, 
Laughs radiantly, and bids us to rejoice. 

Such is the magic of the dawn I to greet her 
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Such life is bom from what aill formless, torpid 
lies ; 
Ah, but the dawn in eyes 
Surely is sweeter ! 
For the young soul's world, too, seems 

Unformed as the morning gray, 
Though the mind is peopled with dreams. 
Dreams flit through it, swift self-renewing, 
So idle, vague, there is no pursuing. 

And rainbow-like, how they fade away ! 
But a moment comes, when first the soul seems born,. 
And sudden in the eyes there breaks the dawn — 
A dawn of wondrous light. 
Not of this earth, but of so far away, 
Fair pledge of the coming day. 

Unfathomable, infinite. 
Then sudden, through the melting gray. 
Life takes colour, shape, and beauty. 
Aspiration shatters dreaming. 
We must realise the seeming. 
Fancy be re-born in duty. 
Life takes meaning and discloses. 
That the lilies, the sweet roses. 
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Each nobler fancy, each tenderer thought, 
Must be culled, and wrought 
Into wings to soar nigher 

That great dawn, that sacred fire, 
That beacon, so high above. 

Perchance that soul-awakening star, 
That light, so strange, so far. 

Was the morning-star of love ; 
Then nevermore shall the moonlight glisten, 

Merely moonlight, cold and pale ; 
Nevermore shall the dull ear listen 

As to some mere bird to the nightingale : 
Perchance that dawn broke through bitter wrong, 
Or wrath that the weak are ground by the strong ; 
And then the dull stream of our sympathy, 

Our common nature, human fellowship— 
Which long had wandered, muttering callously, 

As of imagined woes, scarce realised, 

(Though these oft 'neath the eye, upon the lip,) 
Save as the nebulous grew of other life, 

Whose pangs were vague to us, its joys unprized — 
Becomes a mirror in whose breast the strife 
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And agony sink deep, and then 
The soul's re-bom in fellowship with men : 
Perchance that dawn came through sacrifice : 
Perchance it came through some mighty price 
We paid for a bootless sin 
In gathered increasing sums ; 
Maybe through a thought a poet could win 
Through the dark for us with his seeing wise : 
But to every man it comes 
Once in the soul and eyes. 
In that pure flash nought can be all mean, 
Nothing uncommon or all unclean ; 
No, for all things of earth 
Take a newer and nobler birth, 
A blending of earth and heaven, 

A poetry all their own, 
A meaning to all things is given 
Which links them, a chain, to the foot of Jove's 
throne. 

Sweet is the dawn when all earth wakes to greet 

her — « 

Surely, ah I surely, dawn in ty^ is sweeter. 
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II. 
(a.) 

Like the cloudy tress athwart the east is thy hair, 
When the wind spins its abundance trailing back, 
Floods of gossamer, that even now burnt 

bright gold 
O'er that snowy cloud beneath them, but 
behold — 
For the sun has set — the tress grown gray, turns 
to black, 
But the glory and the lustre linger there. 

6. 

Niggard, what would the earth be crying 

If the mountain's chill should hold 

The clouds round its crest unrolled, 
Nor let them to the breeze be flying ? 
What were the glories of the morning's birth, 
If that gentle soul expired by the earth 

Into the air more silently 

Than the tender mingled sigh 
Of two lovers in perfect peace. 
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Were thus held 'neath the mountain's ban, 
Or suddenly bade to cease ? 
By that thin floating veil a charm is given 

To change into hues that are fair to man 
The pure white light of heaven. 

See, on th' horizon's fiery verge, 
How the clouds billow and surge. 
Waves of fire on crystalline seas ; 
And high o'er the tramp of the breeze, 

Above, in a dome of blue, 

Rosy whisps like dreams look through — 
Like dreams in childhood's brain. 

Fragile, and faint, and ah, so fair ! 
And now they stream down the breeze again. 

Those delicate wisps, like thy Sowing hair, 

When the fillet's loosed when none espies — 

Too often hoarded, niggard-wise ! 

Beautiful niggard, my plaint is more 
Than of hoarding wealth of thy beauty's store ; 
For I speak 'twixt my words not of snowy brow. 
Lovely mouth, hair, eyes, neck, chin, 
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Lips more rich than the half-blown rose 

Whose kiss it were worth half a life to win ; 
But that which is my real meaning now, 

Is the inner being divined through those, 
Which pervades them all and yields each his toll— 
The delicate breath of thy dreaming soul, 
The deeper deeps which this floats above. 

Thine inmost being scarce known to thee, 
Born for passion and rapture and love — 

Must thou hide these relentlessly ? 

Wisdom and beauty have alchemy 
To change life's dross into shining gold ; 
Then bid us see all that wealth unfold 

In that magic influence swayed by thee ! 
Thou musing on thine image in the stream 
Of thine own being, livest but to dream, 
(Narcissus-like, whose life at last but meant 
The shadow of his own shade o'er which he bent,) 
While Life's command is that we live — her plan 

Bids cease to muse, leave limpid pool or glass, 

Would have our being into action pass — 
Thy Nature's-mirror is the heart of man ! 
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III. 

Like the throstle's voice when morning breaks, thy 
voice thrills 
When the glory of man's valour is thy theme, 
Like the nightingale's, as sweet, as sad, in its 

wail 
When life's tragedy or pathos is thy tale, 
Like a song of woe a fay might sing in a dream 
To a brook through some lone forest 'midst the hills. 

Surely there are nooks in music, sweeter 

Than the violet's breath, 
Where old joys, gathered, sit softly crooning — 
Nooks where our fancy falls a-swooning — 

Down to delicious death. 
And the sweet past lives but without its pain, 
Its memories roses that bloom again 

Faintly sweet and without their thorn : 

As in a new world we seem re-bom 
With senses keener, with souls more clear. 



] 
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f Yea, there are nooks in music where we hear 

All that the violet dreams, 
And feel the pensive fragrance of its thought 
Into our being wrought : 
We hear the soft sad chanting of the streams. 
And know its language too. 

And the sweet tale it tells ; 
We feel what the doves say when they woo, 
And know the chime of the flow'ret bells ; 
What the breeze chants we can tell quite plain, 
And though it were noon, we remember again 
i What the stars said when they kissed last night 

Wilder scenes are there. Mark how flashes bright 
Pour from some tones as from a thunder-cloud, 
And now, awakening loud. 
The soul of battle seems to thrill the air 

With triumph and despair, 
And the blood tingles, and the heart beats high 

Willing to dare and die. 
But lo I there's nothing ; in a boudoir we 
Perchance are sitting peacefully 
Listening to music's mad impassioned flow. 
I start even as I write — I seem to hear 
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Thy warrior-song that now rings out, and clear. 
Full of old battle. Centuries ago 
On a wild sea-land moor, 'neath northern skies, 
Where the fierce torrent into ocean flies. 
Was bom its rapture and its wail of woe. 

Staining the victory with bitter pain. 
It leaps upon me now — once more I know 
The rapture of that struggle : / was there. 

And breathe the ardour of that strife again, 
For through those notes its essence throbbing 
and flows. 
There is no general music : every air 

Is of some definite thing, though seldom we 

Track it to its old being certainly. 
Where had it birth ? all thinking tells not where ; 
How has it lived ? we know not — music knows. 

Yea, and she knows far more, for she 
Can tell of things that sooth shall be, 
Though they have never been, and though 

Hearing we do not know 
Even what they are, and can only feel : 
And thus through glorious song can steal, 
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In the tones of a glorious voice, 

When the heart of the singer beats high and 
true. 
Glories of the past, and, to bid us rejoice, 

Glories of the future too. 
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IRENE. 

Joyous yet pensive ; unconscious yet most fair ; 
Full of sweet smiles, sweet tears, like light that 
plays 
In April mornings o*er the spring-tide 
meadows ; 
Her eyes still beaming with a mystic gaze 
Wherein the sunbeams gather, but the 
shadows 
Reflex from deeps within oft linger there. 



Although most lovely, none the less most loving : 
Beauty but renders her more perfect woman. 
No self-deemed goddess, scorning earth as 
lowly, 
But thence thrice humbly, purely, sweetly human. 
Nearer to each, her sweet glance aspect holy, 
Chiding his faults, his nobler self approving. 
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Still where she goes, all evil thought grows faint ; 
She breathes around her some diviner air, 

Some fragrance of the soul, a heavenward call ; 
Till being with her half becomes a prayer, 
And she, a worship, yearning, hope to all, 
Every one's idol — idol ? nay, their saint 

Fair type of earth's diviner morning ! flame 

From some pure altar ! glory which all must see 
Through flesh's showing — glory of kindred 
might 
Of innocence, truth, faith, sweet sympathy, 
Self-sacrifice, hope, spirit of delight, 

All born of love, their sun, whose power they claim. 

God's rainbow-promise ! Earth, as holding thee, 
Nevermore to be whelmed beneath crime's flood, 
Still bids me hope, and trust that all mankind. 
Striving through crime and suffering on towards 
good, 
Whereof we now know nothing, slavish, blind. 
Shall open eyes at length, love, and be free. 
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TO A MEDICINE-MAN. 

Hast thou thrown down the palace and the fane, 
The strong hand's homage, the soft heart's appeal, 
And dar'st to hope that yearning souls who feel 

Their desolation, may sweet shelter gain 

In that chill-striking cavern thy dull brain 
Delves 'mid the fallen wreck, past which there 

steal 
Shivering th'old glories* ghosts; and thy heart's 
weal 

Think'st thou to accomplish there ? It is in vain ! 

Far from thy numbing dungeon, hope doth roam ; 

The tomb of slaughtered faiths was ne'er her home ; 

For living truth she seeks, negation flies. 
Knowing that based on this no temple grows. 
And builds by love, not doubt, because she knows 

Love is the only Yes, all else denies. 



97 



STAR-DEW. 

I. 

Thine eyes oft filled with tears — 
They were not the tears of pain, 
But like the few drops of rain 

Which cull the light of the spheres, 
A tender and mystic light, 
And slide from the lids of the night. 
And quiver and vanish again. 

II. 

Thine eyes oft filled with tears — 
For thou felt thy soul's music strain 
In the throb of thy yearning brain 

To grow clear to thy mortal ears ; 
As we list on a star-gemmed night 
For the fays, yet hear nought aright, 
But notes, scattered, sweet, yet in vain. 

III. 

Thine eyes oft filled with tears — 

For my song had wings^ which amain 

Wafted thee, thrilled with sweet pain, 

H 
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Far from this region of fears ; 
Heavens oped, far height above height — 
Away — ^but clouds blinded thy sight, 
And the vision thou could'st not retain. 

IV. 

Thine eyes oft fill with tears — 
I know it, dear ; thou'lt ne'er gain 
Escape from the tender-linked chain 

Of memory, which to thee endears 
Him, who to own thee has right 
By the blush, by the tone. — Never quite 
Can be calmed the stirred pulse of the main. 

V. 

Yea, start to thine eyes sweet tears — 
For see, now I kneel and strain 
Thy breast to my breast, and twain 

Are grown one for the coming years. 
Thine, O my souFs delight ! 
Kiss me. Ah ! Love, is thy might 
Mortal ? can faith perish ? is truth vain ? 
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EXPERIMENT. 

A HARD thing, needful in our native tongue, 
To avoid that letter following hard on R 
In th' alphabet, and all her tribe that mar 
The gentler flow of poetry. Among 
The flower-bed of a poem that had flung 
Every word-colour open, clear and far. 
They come like on May-day a wind to jar 
The blue and red together. That line had rung 
Clear ere the plural came, or when you there 
Retained the word that knew nought of the tribe — 
But now, hark to the wind through the thick- 
clothed tree I 
Ah I oft a tender word of meaning fair^ 

Bound in their rule, you vainly hope to bribe 
To talk for you, yet drop their livery ! — 

'Tis useless, which makes seen its strength's strange 

stress, 
Hissing sharp cursed sound of tribes of S ! 
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II. 

But Adam talked with Eve in that pure tongue 
He learned of God. '^ How fair doth language 

fall 
On the ear ! I roamed the plain, the leafy hall 
Where the dove cooed, and every bird-note rung 
Clear like the angel-talk : wandering among 
Mead after mead, the cattle lowed ; and all, 
Even the cruel tiger-roar, did call 
Without that note, that, while I waited, clung 
To a thicket dark, hard by the fateful tree 
Where heard I — nay, I cannot liken that 
To aught that ever wandered to mine ear ; 
Nay, nearly like the wind that merrily 

May play with leafage, but the note not flat, 
And no word from thy pure mouth like it, 
dear!" 

Said she, '"Tis this subtlest snake^ whose sharp 

swift hiss 
Sucked speech's sweetness, as she stole life's bliss." 



^ * 1 WW 
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SWANSNECK. 

Sweet Swansneck, sail upon my love ! For thee 
IVe sought to keep its waters pure and fair. 

Thou suUiest not thy plumes ; plunge in, thou'lt see 
Thyself embarked but on thine image there. 
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SU QUESTA TOMBA. 

Princess most fair, sweet still it is to me 
To strive with nobler thought to honour thee — 
Thee, who long years hast been my guide, a star 
That drew my love, my beacon from afar, 
And raised me, made me pure, and made me free. 

Until thy very name became a shrine 
Where I could worship, seeking the divine : 
And ah ! the rapture of that sweet incense 
Of thy rich love ! No power can'drive me thence. 
For God has given my soul in charge to thine. 

I could not, if I would, draw from that power ; 
Nor would I, if I could. The rose, vain flower. 

Will droop in storm, in cold its hues grow sere ; 

My love's a tree that doth not tempest fear. 
But grows toward its sun in storm and shower. 
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Though by thy cold grave battered ; through the 

rain 
Of blinding tears, the heart-throb and the pain. 
The stricken hopes, ^ore wounded — not, not 

dead — 
Its blossoms, dashed awhile, raise proud the head, 
And pour to thee, their sun, their sweets again. 

Within the trellised porch I cannot come ; 

At night, the lawn, though to my steps 'tis dumb, 

I pace no more — no taper gleams and dies ; 

Thy casement glares at me cold as thine eyes. 
When last — O Heaven! my brain reels, heart grows 
numb. 

Yet deem not death can banish me, for I 
Am ever with thee. Tis not phantasy. 

Mere idle thought, mere dreaming I am there ; 

My soul is with thee, in thy presence fair. 
One with thee, sweet, unchanged, immortally. 

For know the poet 's other than he seems : 

How sing, who could not glide within the streams, 
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Know the birds' language, catch the murmurs 

deep 
Of stars' sphere-music, voiceful when men sleep, 
And thread death's world well as the world of 

dreams? 

Strange might he has to pierce the depth of things, 

To gain Heaven's topmost towers wide azure wings. 

And Death— are then his donjon towers so high, 

I cannot mock their bond before I die, 

And reach thee through the love that soars and 

sings? 

For 'twas thyself that waked my soul, long years 
Wrapped in its careless joy in life. No fears 

That memory blench — I love thee, love but thee ! 

To thee my soul shall flow in poesy. 
Although its deepest fount 's the fount of tears. 
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EPIGRAMS. 

By thought, says science, you wed all. O loss 
Of reason, bat-sight, wisdom I disparage ! 

Mere thought, from th' soul of things is sheer 
divorce ; 
Tis Dreaming that's betrothal. Feeling's marriage. 



How far 's St Andrew's, Sir ? " Two miles." Away 
They bound, both jeering faiths in their decay — 
They go for form's sake only. " Sirs ! Halloo I 
You'll reach no church unless you take 't with you." 



Dame Science has a tongue: when your brain's 

weary, 
She bawls that stars are square or round — does 't 

cheer ye ? 
Feeling has lips : when bliss your vexed life misses, 
She prints their beauty in your soul with kisses. 
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To Science- 

"Name not the God, thou boy!" *'Boy?" 

iEons, I say, 
Wonder, love, feeling, lived : thou'rt of to-day : 
Thou'st stolen their food — ^think'st thou to feed 

(dost mutter ?) 
Their ancient hunger with thine infant stutter ? 



To Science. 

You can't feed souls on brickbats. Facts are, sooth, 
The shattered fragments of the fane of truth ; 
The stones are not the temple. " I, oh joy ! 
Have put five in my stomach." Clever boy ! 



To 



Your castle i' th' air crumbles, O maid unwise ! 
Know that life's comer-stone 's self-sacrifice. 
You sing— tears are your boon — ^you quite forget 
Life never sung a happy solo yet. 
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TO A LECTURER. 

Thou liest, who wouldst not lie ; yea, in thy throat 
I say thou liest ! Truth has from thee departed, 
Alas, O fact-deluded, parchment-hearted, 
With no more sign of reverence than a goat ! ^ 
Wag that grey beard, confirm by names of note 
Creation's endless whirl by none was started, 
Zero planned Cosmos ! Thought into being 
started 
Ere Thinker was ! Alas, dost rave ? dost dote ? 
I tell thee, fable from maddest poet's brains 

Has more of truth ..." Nay, through earth's 
rocks and stones 
I've proved my case — I've delved deep through 
its past 

* At a certain mosque one of the hearers wept continually. The 
mollah, flattered at the moving power of his discourse, and hoping 
for further compliment, asked wherefore he wept. " Truly, my 
lord, I weep not at your speech. For, indeed, I had a favourite 
goat, who grew old and died. And when you speak and wag your 
chin, I remember the goat who had another such long white beard, 
and I weep bitterly." 
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A million years ..." And found — ^what ? " Well 
— ^remains." 
But life that left them? origins? 'Tve 
found bones!" 
^ Well said, old mole I Canst work i' th' earth 
so fast ? '' 
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THE PATENT SECRET. 

I. 

Curse Thinking ; live : ah, wherefore should ye 

die? 
Can Thinking give ye wings ? The vault is high : 
Has Thinking clef): its clear concealment, caught 
Its secrets, culled them, into garlands wrought ? 
What has it crowned ye with ? Doubt, apathy. 

II. 

Ah, pause a little ! Though the ether 's deep 
It is as wide. How then ? no space to creep 
Through that vast portal? Yet, ye trembling 

stand ? 
Too lonely, vast ? The Warden by the hand 
Will take you — only shake off torpid sleep, 

III. 

And curse thought's tyranny, with me ye'll say 
The star-drift is but dust that clothes the way 
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To that near country. Oh, it is not far — 
A little further than the furthest star — 
For you may find in it sweet peace to-day. 

IV. 

*' Vague words, cant, long-derided doctrine ! Why, 

How 'mid that very star-drift shall we fly, 

Save on those wings of thought you bid us curse ? " 

The iron ribs of this great universe 

Are not more strong than thought, I too reply. 

V. 

" A paradox ! " Thrice plain to seeing eyes ! 
A slave once seized the throne to tyrannize 
Over the king in whose pure happiness — 
'Twas faery-land — ^the fays alone had bliss, 
Till loud outrang the wail, "All joyaunce dies ! " 

VI. 

« 

Long it endured, until they, sorrowing, 
Dethroned the slave and bade him serve the king 
As erst, his fitting task to till the wild. 
Let light into dark forests till they smiled. 
And thus more empire 'neath the crown to bring. 
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VII. 

Yet from the new-won realm dread fears were 

blown 
That the old were dreamland, these were real alone, 
Until the king with royal edict sent 
To take them all beneath his government, 
And with the fears transformed, bulwarked his 

throne. 

VIII. 

The fable leave ! Where is it sweet peace grows ? 
In the deep heart that flower of living blows. 
Things may be striven with by thought, 'tis plain ; 
To know is of the soul, not of the brain — 
Knowledge is essence, essence is repose. 

IX. 

Who is the Warden giving us that rest ? 
Thinking, poor semi-consciousness at best. 
Frees some new fact, and all forthwith is strife. 
Thought, howe'er strong, is not the lord of life. 
Let it serve life, and be in serving blest ! 
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X. 

But that one bard, who human hearts can move, 
Be their sole lord, bid hope to soar above 
Through the portal wide, transcending facts of 

things, 
Transmuting earthly knowledge as he sings, 
Warden, and Guide, and King, his name is Love. 

XL 

For not by Thought's claimed power to analyse 

Truth into facts, the All will harmonize ; 

It is alone through tender synthesis. 

By love of life and truth, we soar to bliss — 

And he alone who loves alone is wise. 
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EVEN SO. 

Kiss me ! 

Even so. 
The dark clings round us, cling thou closer ! 
The night will fly, but from my shoulder 
Thy dear head must not rise — ^thus we shall rest 
For evermore : this is not good, but best 
Of all that may be. I'll not die, but wait 
Here ever ; dead, they'd bury me away. 
And thou would'st think me fickle who have vowed 
Never to leave thee. Kiss me ! Oh, that shout 
Of scaring thunder ! Closer to my breast ! 
How the rain drips, cold, cold ! Ah, sweet caress ! 
The dark clings closely, cling thou closer, 
For night will fly, but from my shoulder 
Thy dear head shall not rise : sweet, with this kiss 
I press it there. How cold thy brow and lips ! 
What ! Is my seat this strange green hillock ? 
And these crossed stones my only pillow ? 

I 
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Nay, I am raving now. Dear, let me rest 
Once on thy bosom. Tis not good, but best — 
Tis all that may be. Never more we'll part . . . 
My head sinks through thee on thy grave. The 

dark 
Clings closely— nay, 'tis thou ; cling closer. 
Cold I Cold! Quick, kiss — ^thy head upon my 

shoulder, 
Kiss me ! 

Even so. 
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A DEATH-BED JUDGMENT. 

Weak - PURPOSED, fallen; purposeless, wind- 
swayed, base, 
Discredited, self-scorned ; son of the sky 
Condoning, half, the vileness of the sty. 
Mire-splashed, plume-broken, recreant from the 

race, 
Despairing, callous! Dost murmur, ''There is 
grace " ? 
Scarlet turn snow because one haps to die ! 
Penitence real, when sin no more can buy ! 
With this dare meet Omniscience face to face ! 
And yet, at times, I feel God knows, at times 
God pities, times God strengthens — I might dare ; 
But there is one to whom I could not tell 
My thoughts so needless vile, my follies, crimes : 
Oh, my pure childhood's soul, thou could'st not 
spare — 
Hurl thy scorned recreant into deepest hell I 
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PERDITA. 

He came— and his heart was fire ; 

He went — and his glance was cold. 
Shall faith still prove but a liar ? 

Is nought that glitters, gold ? 

And the dead leaves of Autumn whirl round me, 

'Neath a sky that is ever grey ; 
Ah I would he had never found me 

'Mid the happy flowers of May ! 
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TRANSLATIONS. 
SONNET. 

FROM THE ''VITA NUOVA." 

My lady beareth love within her eyes, 

Ennobling all whom her sweet glance may grace ; 

All hearts bow to her, whatsoe'er the place, 
And whom she greets, trembling he scarce replies, 
But, with pale face bowed shamefast down, he sighs, 

Feeling with all his faults how mean, how base ! 

Passion and pride fly headlong from her face ; 
Aid me, fair dames, still more her worth to prize ! 

Every sweet feeling, thoughts that noblest be, 
Stir in his heart who merely hears her speak ; 
How blessed he who sees her face the while ! 
What she maybe when she may chance to smile, 
Words fail to tell ; to picture, thought's too weak ; 
So fair and sweet a miracle is she ! 



• • • • • « 
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SONNET. 

FROM THE "VITA NUOVA." 

In its perfection every grace he knows 

Who sees fair ladies round my lady press ; 

. • 

For from them, straight constrained, thanksgiving 
flows, 
And praise to God for that great blessedness. 
No trace of envy in their bosoms grows — 

So great a power her beauty has to bless i 
Round her she draws them, while each moved 
heart glows 
With love and faith and every gentleness. 
All things grow lowly gazing in her face, 
Who not alone most lovely seems, but all 
Take honour from her, who soars them all above. 
And in each act she shows such tender grace, 
That none her nobleness to mind can call 
Who doth not sigh in the sweet pangs of love. 



• « 
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BEATRICE IS DEAD. 

FROM THE "VITA NUOVA." 

Say, then, ye pilgrims, who thus pensive go, 
Your thoughts, perchance, alone 'neath memory's 

sway. 
Do ye then come from lands so far away, 
As your indifference might seem to show ? 
For you have not a single tear, although 
Through th' grief-swayed city's heart ye take 

your way. 
Even as persons whose calm looks betray 
They nothing understand its load of woe. 
But should you but remain and wish to hear, 
My heart through its quick pants knows but too 

well 
Your eyes from bitter tears you would not keep. 
The City has lost its Beatrice dear ; 

And those fond words that I of her could tell 
Have passion in them to make others weep. 
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EL DESDICHADO. 

FROM THE SPANISH OF ESPRONCEDA. 

Die, thou poor wretch! Thy hope's a dream 
tormented, 

Pleasure a fond deceit No more in life 
Comes peace to thee, or joy, or hour contented, 

But ceaseless yearning and eternal strife. 

Away ! away ! vain images of glory ! 

With wild delusions happier souls l>etray ; 
With dreams of gold and laurels, fame in story 

Mock them — but me no longer. Pass away ! 

Away ! away ! dreams of love's sweet beguiling ! 

Down hope's mad dance's mazes, swift depart ! 
Pass like that dream which me from bliss exiling, 

Left dead to all your charms my broken heart. 



PRINTBD BY WIU,IAM CLOWS AND SONS, LIMITED, LONDON AND BBCCLRS. 



